I ID                THINGS ANCIENT AND MODERN

tortures to his neighbours which the budding
musician inflicts, and if he rises to no eminence he
may at least hope, like Mr. Peter Magnus, to amuse
his friends, though others, like Mr. Pickwick, may
envy the ease with which they are entertained.

The fashion was set, and a high standard put
forward, by R. A. Knox when a boy in jackets. I am
proud to think that his first volume, Signa Severa,
was dedicated to me, for I believe it to be the most
remarkable collection of rhymes ever published by
a schoolboy. (His second book was, I understand,
dedicated to the Virgin Mary, though under a form
of words which eluded the observation of his Pro-
testant publishers.) Perhaps I may be allowed to
quote a verse as indicating his facility: I had sug-
gested to him that some recent improvements in
School Yard might be carried further:

Powers of the Bursary, who, on a cursory

View of the ruinous state of School Yard,
Made us to travel securely on gravel,

Is not the gravel a little too hard?
Does not the scenenr call for some greenery?

Call for a garden, from which we might lop
Calceolarias of suitable areas

Worthy to rest on the bosoms of Pop?

My own pupils emulated him, though at a con-
siderable distance, and when I was leaving, published
a small volume called Poets in Pupil Room which, at
least to my paternal eye, seemed to show considerable
powers of versification. I quote one example, a